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realized they were fighting a more redoubtable foe
than the Turk. But they fought back day and night:
they shot away the greater part of their ammunition.
It was a war of big guns versus rifles.

Alexander was tireless. He was always at the front
and in the most dangerous sectors., encouraging every-
one with his presence. The bursting of shrapnel in
his vicinity moved him not a whit. He was as cool and
calm as in a drawing-room. No nerves! His little
head never made involuntary movements to avoid
splinters of shell. He never quaked even when men
were blown to bits within his sight. In the midst of
awful war he was at home. But his face was grave.
He did not make jokes with the men. The Serbs do
not like people who make jokes at serious moments.
Only when he seemed narrowly to have missed death
men would, see a gentle smile on his lips. Death and
he were on quite friendly terms.

The Serbian army slowly retired in the face of
tremendous odds, dug new trenches. Old King Peter,
rifle in hand, was in the trenches fighting like a common
soldier. Late summer had gone. It was the rainy,
muddy season. In a short while the heavy guns of the
enemy would be in difficulties. Alexander and his
generals were resolved on a counter-attack, but awaited
fresh supplies of ammunition. The enemy had not
yet met the Serbs man to man. They underestimated
the capacity of the Serbs to fight back. Suddenly, at
the end of November, the whole Serbian army struck,
and struck furiously, and all the little field guns were
barking again because ammunition had come up. At
the first blow in the centre the Austrians began to
retire, but the orderliness of this movement was com-
promised by another even more violent attack from the
left flank and a panic flight of divisions through divi-
sions, the greatly extended line doubling up in con-
fusion. That was the moment for the Serbs to show
their quality. They had the enemy on the run3 an